The Pacific.

30.03.2005.

Finally after one month in Panama we were ready to leave. Clearing out was even more paperwork than clearing in, but with good help from our friends in Barwill we finally managed our way through customs and immigration, but of course not without the usual dollar exchange routine. Cruising permit, stamp fees and whatever is possible to charge with or without receipts is obviously a routine here.
With water tanks filled up, 250 liter of diesel in cans on deck, we headed south towards 

GALAPAGOS.
There were a lot of opinions about which route to take towards Galapagos. Straight course, going south and then west, going west and then south! I decided to follow the wind if there were any. It first put us a bit south, then west, then no where and finally more or less direct towards our target. 9 days with mainly nice tropical, but actually a bit chilly, weather, only one of the famous 50 knots squall, we anchored at Christobal Island, Galapagos. No breakdowns, and Haffie and Imran Hans had any need for the bucket!

 The last miles we were followed by sharks, dolphins and seals. Four Norwegian boats were already there, so it was almost like coming home. The first problem was how to get ashore. Heavy swells and a concrete dock as landing were not tempting. But more disturbing was the hundreds of seals that invaded absolutely whatever they could. I have seen them trained at circus doing tricks, but these animals were absolute amazing. They climbed in and occupied dinghies, up and onboard catamarans, into fishing boats, up on our swim platform, later we saw them actually occupying the whole square in front of the harbor captains office. The transport problem however solved it self as it was a very efficient taxi system running almost around the clock. 
90% of Galapagos has been declared as national park and formally one as to apply for a cruising permit before entering. Most yachters do not which may limit a bit if you want to go island hopping. However there are ways around for a few dollars. Cristobel is supposed to be the main island, but Santa Cruise is the center of tourism. The only way to get there is normally by air from Equador.  Hotels are almost non existent, instead the tourist stays onboard small cruising boats that tours around between the islands. Whatever is needed has to be imported from the mainland, and it looks like every month an old cargo ship arrives from Equador and anchors in the bay. Then all cargo is loaded into small rafts and boats powered by outboards and driven ashore. There they are met by a number of small trucks which are manually loaded with whatever has been ordered like food, cement, TV’s, oil barrels, Coca Cola, all in one mix. The only thing that comes on a separate ship is beer! An even older ship came in with the brewery name on the side a few days later and started unloading!
However you do not visit the Galapagos without seeing the Giant Turtles which is mainly what these islands are famous about. We went for a daytrip with one of the local taxi-pick ups. It started with a visit to the volcano crater, then down to the breeding farm where they had some 20 turtles scattered around in the bushes. I have always thought they were sea animals, however this specific type lives on land. The oldest ones some hundreds years old! Only a few thousand are still around. After the turtles we went down to the iguana beach. A rather rocky place where the iguanas were trying to hide from curious tourists like us, but we were lucky and managed to spot a few of these a bit scary creatures that makes one think about Jurassic Park. The trip ended with a nice lunch at the home of our tour organizer, Fernando. This was perhaps a typical sign of the friendliness of the people of Cristobal. A place were half of the houses were still “under construction”, Lack of money or building material I do not know. However it looked as they had some sort of hope and belief for a better future and I think they deserve it.

We managed to get Haffiman refueled and refilled with water and food, got our ‘Zarpa’ custom clearance and permission to go to Santa Cruise to try to get a new battery for our handheld VHF.
We left in the evening, but with almost no wind it ended as a motorboat trip through the night and arrived next day. The anchorage was quite crowded and on top of all everybody was using stern anchors to keep the bow against the swells. Lines and chains everywhere, but we managed to find a safe place.  What a contrast to Christobal. No we really got the feeling that we were back in the center of tourism. We did not manage to get the battery, but we stayed a few days just to motivate us for the next and probably longest stage of the trip to

MARQUESAS, Nuku Hiva.

Over 3000 NM of open sea ahead, which route to choose? Again I decided to let the wind decide. It sent us almost 60 NM south the first day and then a steady breeze, 15 – 20 knots came from NE? I was not quite sure what to believe as the trade winds in this area normally should be from SE. We were however only at 2dgr S and formally still in the doldrums where everything is possible. I was not too tempted to get too far south into the converging zone and the squalls this early in the stage so we set a course straight towards Nuku Hiva. It went perfect for 10 days when we passed the half way point and was looking forward to a quick passage of 20 days. For a moment I was even wondering if we would reach Nuku Hiva only using the standard diesel tank of 130 L. Who needs diesel when sailing some may wonder? The biggest “problem” so far has actually been electric power. In average the engine have been running some 3 hours every day to keep the batteries reasonably charged. The autopilot of course takes some, but the biggest consumption is in fact the fridge!!!!! Our solar panel, 1,8 amps, may manage the pilot but the fridge is something else. Even in harbor the engine or generator goes on every second or so day. Well after 10 days the wind disappeared totally as we were down at 5 dgr S. Engine went on for the next 4 days and it was time to refill from my extra drums. The second day by engine it started to get quite a hollow sound in the exhaust, three wings broken two were left on the water pump impeller. 10 minutes after everything was back to normal again, and I still have one impeller spare! Haffie was a bit worried when I started to dismantle the engine in the middle of no where land, but calmed down rather quick. The wind started slowly to get back and it was time for the spinnaker again, first time since the Atlantic crossing! Jeanneau has so far done nothing with the pole so this time I taped the sheets with duck tape to try to protect them. In 5-8 knots of wind new taping was needed after 10 hours! It went nice until I lost the roll of tape over board! After that it was back to cut and re tie the sheet!!!

 WAKE UP JEANNEAU!!!!!
Your spinnaker gear is SH*TT!! You have managed to make a bimini top that was standing like a rock in more than 20 m/sek across the Bay of Biscay but a spinnaker gear to hold 5-8 knots in more than a few hours is too difficult! And I am sorry to say that their “world wide” service is no better. Our dealer in Norway, Petter Heitmann, has done more than what could be expected to help us out, Jeanneau France and their service department is a big disappointment! To be honest what a next to perfect boat they have made for this kind of sailing. The design of hull and interior works excellent. The works that have been done by the workers at the factory putting it all together could hardly have been better. That things brakes at a trip like this have to be expected, but when pure rotten quality (spinnaker gear), design fault (anchor box too weak), 0,5 volt charge loss from generator to batteries, water leaks etc are not corrected but excused with “out of warranty” or “to though use” by some desk sailing clerk at the factory I get a bit annoyed! 
Sitting in no where land one makes a lot of thoughts and reflections about the most. Having been in the boating business for this long time, started with Archimedes Penta in Sweden back in 1972, it is only natural to reflect some more about this business. What a technical revolution since then. Almost everything from production to use is computerized. Consumer’s law protects the customers from the most. Unfortunately some people handling the customers seem still to be living back in the late 70s. The boating industry in general seem to exempt themselves from what have happened around. Jeanneaus warranty conditions are a typical example. They only give warranty on hull and work performed by them. Engine, toilet, winches and  other foreign equipment lives by the warranty of the different producers and it is up to the customers to find and claim local distributors or producers to have faults corrected! Like buying a Mercedes where the generator comes from Bosh, gearbox from ZF, rims from Norsk Hydro, radio from Blaupunkt etc. JEANNEAU WAKE UP – we are in 2005!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

But we had to keep on moving towards Marquesas. Beautiful nights with falling stars, and days with tropical sun. We even had a short dip in the sea out in the middle, but not too long as we were not too sure about the whereabouts of sharks etc. From time to time we spotted the blows from small whales, and every morning we had to clear the deck from small squids!! In the Atlantic it was mainly flying fishes. But with a little sailing when the wind allowed and a lot of engine, we used 250 L of diesel, we arrived Nuku Hiva at midnight after 22.5 days! With the help of our radar we managed to sneak in between some other 20 boats and dropped anchor. No “Mrs Bucket” on the trip, no “mini bucket”, but three happy and tired crew onboard Haffiman!
MARQUESAS

These group of islands in the middle of no where land was once the home of man eaters! The losers of the tribe wars were invited for dinner, but unfortunately on and not at the table! After 3 weeks at sea with noodles and pasta as main food we were as usual dreaming about some nice local food and the pacific “vibes”. However the French who rules most of the pacific islands, Marquesas, Tuamoto and down to Tahiti has totally ruined the old traditions. No more tribe wars have resulted in almost any more restaurants. We managed to find one, but not opened on Sundays! No wars on Sundays according to the local church! In general Nuku Hiva had very little to offer hungry yachters except for a dangerous mosquito that if bitten, would make the body swell to unknown size. Free tablets were however given out for free at the local hospital. We managed to get a refuel of diesel and water and headed south to Ua-Pou. There we found a small and nice little harbor. What a change. Restaurants, local burger stand at the beach, and a nice little village to stroll around. But we could not stay too long as we were really longing for the Tuamoto archipelago which is the formal name of what used to be Polynesia, famous for its beautiful lagoons and clear waters. The real paradise for divers and snorklers. We had two options and were recommended Rangiora.
Up with the anchor and sails and straight out into 20 knots of wind from behind and 9 knots on the log. The drawback was that is was raining like Niagara Falls! The wind, rain, sun, moon and stars came and went; at least the wind got lost. With sails up, 15 knots of wind and almost 6 knots and nothing else to do we once again tried our fishing line. A heavy piece of artificial looking squid and a line made for whales. It had actually been trailing behind us quite some times since we bought it in Puerto Rico, but without much luck.  All of a sudden a big splash 30 meters behind and Haffiman almost stopped. We have pulled some mackerels at Nesbryggen during the last years, but this was to me a monster. Luckily we had some gloves onboard and after some 20 minutes more than 30Kg of Dorado was onboard. The proof is in the Photo section! 3 days of an incredible dinner followed. After this the weather turned upside down, or mostly down. The little wind we got was in the face, the sun changed to heavy rain that lasted for hours. A lot of engine again, but after 5 days finally in the morning sun we entered through the reef and into

RANGIORA.

With the tides coming out and the swells coming in there was quite a current at the entrance, but no big problems. The biggest shock was looking outside the boat where we had the most crystal clear water and could enjoy the colors of the corals at 10 meters depth. I almost hit the reverse at full speed afraid of grounding. The anchor hit the bottom outside the Kia Ora hotel, owned by Coca Cola, Japan!!! There we met again our old friends BeA from Slovenia which we first met in Colon, Panama. We spent the day snorkeling around the boat and ended it at the hotel restaurant!!! Following day the weather hit us again with another low pressure. 25 knots of wind, rain and some quite choppy sea made life onboard got rather uncomfortable. However the wind eased off a bit, sun almost back, small sharks swimming around Haffiman, a small shopping trip ashore, life is smiling to us again.

So what broke down on this stage, and what shall I hang around the neck of the Jeanneau quality manager this time? Have a look in the Photo section and see if you may find out why the reefing line is chewed up on every stage! Change your rig supplier!!! But this time even my autopilot gave a warning. The ball joint holding the rudder indicator fell apart, but was easily fixed. Will have to be changed when we reach our next stop which is planned to be:
TAHITI.

Together with our good friends at “BeA’, you find them at http://www.beatlon.com, we cleared out of the reef passage. We were both heading for Tahiti and I expected it to be an even “race” in the nice 25 knots breeze. However they disappeared quite quickly in our wake and we made Tahiti in approximately 30 hours and managed for once to arrive in daylight and sneak into the last spot in Taina Marina. This was our first time docking since Jamaica! Quite a relief for everyone just to step down at the dock without dingy or taxi boat ride. Tahiti may by many people be connected to the Bounty mutiny. However where did all the beautiful Polynesian women go? Buying a wife paying pr Kg might be quite expensive! Fast food and malnutrition have totally changed the original population. Happily for us only on the outside, they were still one of the friendliest of people we have met. One big shock was served at the immigration office: we had to deposit a “bond” in a local bank equal to the cost of an air ticket back to Norway, 6.000 USD! Hopefully we get it back when we leave Bora Bora. The stay in Taithi was planned to be a service stop for Haffiman and we managed to change oil and filters, install a new 12 – 220volt inverter as our last laptop was not satisfied with the output of the old one. Our friends at BeA arrived 6 hours after us and anchored outside the marina. However after one day they suddenly appeared behind us – dinghy stolen during night! Alex, the Bear, went to the local police station to make a report, and in the meantime one other yachter came by and told us someone had found a drifting dinghy. Big smiles as they returned from the police station and found their dinghy tied to Haffiman. Alex invited us to a nice dinner at the local restaurant in the evening. Another “big” event for us, we had our first dinner guests onboard Hafiman : BeA (Slavc - skipper) and Bear (Alex – anchor winch), After touring the very nice town of Papeete a couple of days and finished all small repairs it was time to set the course for:
BORA BORA.

This is perhaps one of the most famous islands in the area, and it is well deserved. But first the trip: we spent 36 hours by engine only interrupted by yet an impeller change. The original lasted from Norway to mid Pacific, the replacement an original Volvo was rather short lived. However I still got a couple spares. We got safely through the reefopening, but on the way to our anchorage I managed for the first time to hit the bottom, but luckily not to hard. Only a few scratches at the keel were the result. Safe anchorages are not easy to find unless one has 100 meters of anchor chain and we only got 50. However we found a very nice spot inside the reef, the only problem is that it is ½ hour dinghy trip to “town”. We arrived on a Sunday and first thing Monday morning we went to the bank to claim our bond back which will be paid out in cash! It was no surprise that the bank did not have enough US dollars so we have to wait for a few days! But who cares when the water is at 28 C, visibility some 15 – 20 meters down, and the sea full of nice corals and fish! Out of all places we have visited this is one of the top 5. Not to exploited, nice and clean, friendly except for the owner of an island just outside us that was not too happy for a visit at his beach! However we hope to get our money and leave Friday June 10 for:
RARATONGA, Cook Island.
It did not feel too tempting to dive down below 20 degree south and face the winter on the southern hemisphere but there was not many options. We got what we deserved, squalls, no wind and lots of wind. It was off with the shorts and on with the long pants. We entered the harbor of Rarotonga early in the morning nice and sunny, and enjoyed the day strolling around in an English speaking country again after having spent too much time in the French territories. At least French by language and politics, but we were told Chinese when it came to the real power: the money! This is quite a pattern all over these islands, the Chinese are ruling business and investments. Here they had even “sponsored” the city hall in exchange of quite substantial fishing rights. Our stay however was rather stormy and short. During the night a heavy northern wind with swells set into the harbor and we had a hard time, with excellent help by our neighbor yacht ‘September Song’ renewing mooring lines as they broke. We got quite a beating at the dockside but luckily without any damage. We checked out following morning and set course for:
NUKU ‘ALOFA, Tonga.

Tonga islands are located almost at the same latitude as Rarotonga but straight west. Safely out of the harbor we dived straight into one of our worst thunderstorms with winds above 35 knots and not the soft tropical wind we have been used to. This was freezing cold coming up from New Zealand. It went on with rain, thunder and wind but calmed down during the evening. Once again our upper reefing line got severe damage so the mainsail went down and engine on during the night. During the night I had a chat with a Danish captain on a small cruise liner ‘Southern Explorer’ who told me that some boats had been abandoned on their way from New Zeeland in the same weather. Another one we learned when we after 8 days of engine, squalls, sun shine, whatever may be found in the weather menu except snow, arrived in Nuku Alofa, was still missing. Nuku Alofa was like coming to paradise again even if the nights are a bit chilly. We managed to clear custom and quarantine control, but immigration was closed down for the week end! There was no idea to spend the days at anchor outside the busy harbor so we moved over to Big Mamma Yacht Club! Sounds impressive, but was mainly a beach bar and restaurant on a near by island Pangaimotu. The water however was nice and clear, beach beautiful and everyone incredibly friendly. The happiest one was Haffi that did not have to cook. Monday morning it was time to clear immigration and we even found an Australian High Commission so hopefully we get our visas tomorrow. Our only worry at the moment is what has happened to our good friends in BeA that was to leave Tahiti and go directly Raratonga – Nuku Alofa a few days after we left for Bora Bora. Knowing they had some structural problems with the boat that they tried to repair in Tahiti I hope they are safe. Diesel has been filled, fresh food is onboard and we are ready for the next stage which will be:
SUVA, Fiji.

And here we are, arrived early morning 02.07.2005 after an “entertaining trip from Nuku Alofa. First two days went on with winds some 20+ knots from behind logging up to 8, 5 knots. Last night however got a little more entertaining as I had to go on deck in 30 knots of wind to take down the main sail. We were speeding along in gusts up to 40 knots and would have reached Suva, Fiji, in the middle of the night. We got the sail down nicely and surfed on in 6 knots with the bimini top and spray hood and engine running idling. Then 3 in the morning the engine alarm went on: time for our third impeller in a short time. Not only that, but due to a major installation fault by Jeanneau quite some buckets of water was splashing around in the bilge. I sent them a letter about the problems from Tonga but still have not heard anything. Hopefully I can get the needed parts here. 

Special thanks to Camilla who has managed to get my cell phone working again! 

At the moment it is still quite a heavy wind and rain so will stay in the boat, at anchor relaxing. We can do nothing until Monday when quarantine control and immigration opens up again!

Today, Sunday, our phone has been busy trying to catch up with friends and family. One of the best news was that our good friends in EOS was safe back in Tonsberg again, well done friends! 
We cleared quarantine, customs and immigration and set of for town. This is something like mini India as Indies was imported by the British long time ago to work at the sugar cane plantations. They are now almost in majority, but still the Fijians try to maintain the political power which from time to time result in some sort of revolution, however so far everything has been quiet. The most disturbing has been that someone put fire to our neighbor the garbage dump which has been quite a problem for everyone anchored outside the yacht club. We managed to check our emails and got the news that even BeA was safe and sound, they had been pushed north due to the rough winds we got in the south and was still in Vava’u, Tonga. We managed to fill water and diesel, got a couple of new spare impellers, I hope they fit, and headed for the outer islands. One night by engine brought us to Lautoka where we had to check in again before going to:
Malolo Lailai and 

MUSKET COVE!

Dear friends, look no further, forget about most of the brochures you have ever seen! A paradise resort build up inside the reefs where even yachters like us are really welcome.

You find it at: http//:www.musketcovefiji.com
No shopping mall and no jet skies, but most of what is needed for a relaxing vacation. Our anchor is down and will stay there at least for a week before we set off for our trip to Vanuatu, 3-4 days, and then Australia. Sorry for no new photos, but the net system are still a bit in the stone age, but I do not care at the moment! One week in paradise and it was time to move on. To check out of Fiji we first had to go to Lautoka again. It was actually quite a nice town with a huge fruit and grocery market and lots of nice shops. We managed to check out and was again on course due west heading for:
VANUATU.

We went to the main island Efafe and anchored in Port Vila harbor waiting for quarantine inspection. This was convenient organized to the local marina, Yachting World and we managed once again to get a “stern to” mooring in the marina. It was nice to be able to just jump ashore without the usual dinghy trip. Even better was the only 50m walk to the excellent marina restaurant where we enjoyed one week of nice dinners at reasonable prices. For the first time I think it was almost cheaper to eat ashore than cook onboard. Haffie at least did not protest. We arrived just as they started celebration of their 25th anniversary of independence. Children’s day, music parades and not to forget all public offices closed! That made us one day delayed for our departure as both customs and immigrations went of to celebrate. The name Vanuatu was to me rather unknown, but we learned that they used to be known as The New Hebrides or Melanesia which I faintly remembered from my school days. As I mentioned to some of you in my short e-mail the internet was somewhat limited. The marina internet shop was some ancient design where we had to feed it with coins in the speed of a Las Vegas slot machine, but the connection speed however was only 33kbs. As no disk drives or CD drives were available no photos could be uploaded.  Once again we enjoyed the local wet market which was open 24 hours a day 6 days a week. The locals came in from the different islands and stayed in the marked during the week. Some released by friends and family, some just rolling out their mats and slept off when they felt for it. This is a friendly and beautiful island well worth a visit. Time did not allow us to visit other islands. We have somewhat got our aim at the last of the pacific stages Vanuatu – Cairns (Australia). 1300 nautical miles and known as an area where weather may change rather abrupt. We monitored the weather and a window seemed to open with SE winds 20-25 knots and a stable high pressure all the way.  One of the most important things to do before going to Australia is to send a warning of your arrival to Australian Customs minimum 48 hours before entering. I tried the given e-mail, but that did not seem to work as I got the mails in return. I then went in on the customs web page and “filed a complaint” and told them we would be coming any way! First 6 days went with a nice 20 – 30 knots of wind from behind. One day of drizzling rain, but in general quite nice. On day 7 we really got it with winds up to 50 knots and real tropical rain. The wave heights I do not know, but my neck still hurts from looking up on the breaking and foaming tops tumbling down on us from behind. As one of the problems on this stage had been the waves coming from 3 different directions and made the course stability a bit difficult we had already taken down the main and went only by a furled genoa. Leaving a tiny flip out. we kept on at almost 10 knots of logged speed. As night fell on it eased of gusting only 35 – 40 knots and the swells settled slightly! On top of all we were in the middle of a lot of reefs that we had to try to avoid and I have to say that too much maneuvering off the wind was not too much of an option. Some of them we passed in pitch dark some 1000m off. Being under water they do not show on radar so it was only to hope the computer and GPS was not too much off. But we kept on heading for Grafton Passage in the Great Barrier Reef and the normal entrance to Cairns. The wind was now mainly down to 25 knots and only showers of rain. We got safely through but had to change course up against the wind. With the engine on, reefed genoa and of course a heavy current against us we made some 2 knots of ground speed at a time. Then the genoa gave in and sheared! If you are able to read this report you know that we finally managed to reach Cairns! So Good bye Pacific and welcome to the Australia file from now on!!!!
